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letters we see her and Leopold's daily life as clearly as if in a
mirror: their breakfast together; Charlotte sitting to Lawrence
while Leopold hovers in the background; Charlotte driving
round the grounds in a low phaeton drawn by ponies, while
Leopold walks at her side; Charlotte sitting to Lawrence again
in the evening while Leopold goes out shooting; finally, dinner
and, soon after dessert. Charlotte and Leopold getting up and
going out together, while, after a few moments, those left
in the dining-room hear drifts of music and two youth-
ful voices singing in the drawing-room. After a time the
others, too, would come to the drawing-room, and some of
them would sit down to whist, "which," says Lawrence, "being
played for shillings, was not the most silent game I ever wit-
nessed."
This is only the outline of their day. It was filled in with
many pleasantly dawdling things which Charlotte and Leopold
would do together. Arm-in-arm along the garden paths they
would go, Charlotte in a bonnet with ostrich feathers upstand-
ing in front, and wearing a skimpy dress such as the young
women of her day would d9.mp to make the folds cling more
closely to the figure; Leopold in a tail-coat with high collar,
and tall beaver hat. Perhaps during their strolling they would
stop a moment by the fountain to watch the shimmering
aigrettes of water, their ears pleasantly filled with its whis-
pering bubble-gurgle. Or now, leaving this water-music
behind them, they might wander on to see how the improve-
ments were going in another part of the garden, for they
were full of schemes; now this was to be done and now that, till
their Surrey Eden should become the closest possible to their
idea of perfection.
The crowning glory was to be a Gothic summer-house
perched on a grass terrace. Here in this casket of carved stone
and coloured glass they had planned to sit looking down at
the lake at their foot with its floating swans. As seen in an
engraving, this projected summer-house, narrow and ornate,
looks like some monstrous wedding-cake springing from the
turf. But to Charlotte and Leopold it was beauty and fashion
combined.
At other times they would go botanizing; a new interest for
Charlotte taught her by her husband. In the garden they
would muddle about happily with dripping water-cans,
amusing themselves by spurting the spray over Charlotte's own
special flower-beds. Or they would sketch: for it was a time
when everyone who could persuade a pencil to do something